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AL CU AD SOLTE □□n\INIDN FIL_£ oos 

Al Cu Ad Solte originally had nothing to do with the 
tank unit and, as a top graduate from university and 
officer-candidate, should have spent the rest of his 
life at a desk job. He gave up the opportunity to work 
in the Investigations Section, however, and applied 
five times to be transferred to the tank unit. He says 

from his father, who is a top official in the agency. You 
wouldn't know it from his mild-mannered disposition, 
but something about the action-oriented and some¬ 
what barbaric activities of the tank unit may have had 
a powerful appeal to him. This may also be a reason 
he's attracted to Leona. 
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CONVERTED REPLI-V DO THE 
GUNS ARE MORE / TANK 
DANGEROUS THAN I POLICE 
THE REAL THING. HAVE ANY 
TOlKSnHJS^HERE'Sl COMMENTS 

COUNTRY-YOU \ ABOUT 
GO AROUND ACTIN' \ THIS 
LIKE A GANGSTER K ARREST? 
AND YOU'LL GET /V > 
BLOWN AWAY, 

YOU PINHEADS'/w™3/I/^ 
•NUFF SAID~T/ 

r I see!£■ hV'JW 

YOU S/ |f : that 
CgLt a// 1 V/ V BASTARD 

f'rwi?® 57 f -Jf|gsSg,Bj j \\Jg| / godmmn 
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\ JUST BRIBED •U ANOTHER CON 
■liTO SLIP SOME 
\ V\ POISON , 
\ \ Vi INTO HIS L \ l \ \ FOOD. / 
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</~T^ 

JAPANESE, T&MI jjjm'up 1 / TOUGH 

SURPRISING / ISSna 1 *7"? I THAT GUY, 
SHE WENT OUT pljfhXi I i f J\ 1 J huh? FIGURE 
ON HER OWN JMV'ML 1 1 B?Jt'ER ( EVEN LEONA THAT WAY... £TSsr VT-vJ .WAT / W^9- 1 DOESN'T FEEL 
THEY'RE BIG ON La7JLE / , Ttatoil^rV \ TOO GOOD 

saraw. g / • Hk a^.ust 
TOUGH KID, / I, / , ''V\ ONE... 
though... / 1 ,/ J j 
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PS.: 132 HOURS LATER, THE BUAKU-OCCUPIED SPACE COLONY EMBRYO DISAPPEARED 
\ ’ VEMEI i V ' ' n 

THE HOSTAGE BABIES WERE ALL FOUND SAFE AND SOUND IN BUS STATION LOCKERS. 
NO INVESTIGATION WAS EVER UNDERTAKEN TO DISCOVER THE PERSONAGES BEHIND 
THE INCIDENT, WHOEVER THEY MIGHT HAVE BEEN. AND IN TIME, THE MEDIA 
STARTED CHASING OTHER STORIES. 
OF WHICH THERE WERE NO END... 
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People who know their tanks usually 
count Leonardo Da Vinci's armored 
landship as the first of the breed, but 
the first tank used in combat was an 
armored horse-drawn wagon de¬ 
ployed during a Protestant rebellion 
in Bohemia. Apparently, this tank 

made famous in the film Ben Hur. 
Though it was little more than an 
armor-plated farm wagon, its perfor¬ 
mance in battle was spectacular. 
Tanks were also described in the 
works of Jules Verne and H. G. Wells, 
but the first modem tanks did not ap¬ 
pear until September 15,1916, when 
they joined the arsenals stalemated 
on the Wbstem Front in Wforld War I. 

That morning dawned foggy in the 
Somme region of France, where the 
Allied advance had been halted es¬ 
sentially from its beginning more 
than two months eariier. The British 
had hoped to launch the assault with 

"tank" had been stenciled on each 
shipping crate to assure secrecy— 
but only 32 problem-plagued tanks 
were available to cross enemy lines 
and fire the first shots from mobile 
armor. Primitive, slow, and awkward, 
the first tanks were a veritable hell 
for the eight or so men inside. 
Squeezed in next to an exposed 
diesel engine, they found the noise 

Engine exhaust mixed with the 
choking stench of cordite from dis¬ 
charged shell casings rolling about 
underfoot—and the crew struggled 
all the more to keep their footing in 
the jolting, suspensionless hulks. 

Still, how the excitement and joy 
of victory must have welled among 
the troops of the Allied armies as 

the trenches, through the barbed 
wire and machine gun nests that had 
paralyzed their advance. And what 
terror must have gripped the Kaiser's 
soldiers. Yet the ultimate impact of 
this early armor (other than breaking 
the static front) was not at all pro¬ 
found. The early machines were 

plagued by breakdowns, blasted 
apart by artillery, bogged down in 
craters. One also hears stories of 
major tank battles on the Mame and 
elsewhere, but apparently there, too, 

pointing. Records from earlier wars 
also indicate the desire for heavy yet 
mobile armor. For example, during 
the Boer War in southern Africa (late 
1800s), the British War Ministry 
commissioned an armored steam 

This may be a little off the track, 
but talk of tanks always brings to my 
mind another set of images: the pha¬ 
lanxes of Philip II of Macedonia. 
Philip's army was specially trained to 
fight in unusual box formation, 16 
hoplites (infantrymen! to a side. Each 
square of 256 soldiers comprised a 
single unit, and the army would ad¬ 
vance in checkerboard formations 
composed of thousands of men. The 
front rank of troops in the square held 
their spears outward at waist level, 
and carried shields as protection 
against enemy arrows. Not just this 
impenetrable visage reminds me of 
the tank, for the purpose of these 
formations was the same: to smash 
aside enemy infantry and open 
routes for Philip's devastating cavalry. 
Incidentally, Philip reportedly sup¬ 
ported this army with a gold mine in 
Thrace. And he needed it: the army 
cost more than 1,000 gold Talents a 
year (about $20 to $25 million today). 
Philip's tactical strategies, and 
abilities, passed to his son—none 
other than that "shrewd monster" 
Alexander the Great. 

in terms of combat strength indica- 

the good fortune of participating in 
the new, improved model of war. In 
and age of economic conflict and 
ultra-direct trace—even of drug 

participants in a global Cold War that 
sometimes drives people to their 

absolutely infuriating to think that 
one of those inexpensive little weap¬ 
ons can so easily turn a million-dollar 
tank into shredded scrap. And (as if 
that wasn't enough) anti-tank heli¬ 
copters, and airplanes like the 
Fairchild A10 "Thundeibolt," make 
the modem battlefield dangerous 
even for armor. Aside from its com¬ 
plement of "Maverick" anti-tank 
missiles, the A10 carries a 30mm 
Gatling-type cannon called the GAU- 
8 "Avenger." This awesome weapon 
fires a mixture of high-explosive and 
depleted-uranium shells the size of 
milk bottles at a rate of 4,200/min¬ 
ute. A tank struck by an Avenger 
burst simply disintegrates like a 
cardboard box. Anti-tank missiles 
use H.E.A.T. (High Explosive Anti- 
Tank) warheads to defeat armor. 
These detonate about a foot from the 

their front channels the explosion 
into a hign-speea jet (moving at 
about six milesfsecond). The cavity 
usually has a copper liner to add 

can penetrate up to 14 inches of ar¬ 
mor plating. Some missiles, like the 
Bofors "Bill," overfly their target tank 
by a couple of feet and fire their 
shaped-charges downward at about 
30 degrees. Thus, such missiles tar- 

Tanks attack each other with 
HEAT rounds, and HESH (High 
Explosive Squash Heads) and 
APFSDS (Armor-Piercing, Fin- 
Stabilized Discarding Sabot) shells. 
HESH rounds consist of high explo¬ 
sive in a thin steel casing. Dpon 
impact, the HE spreads into a pan¬ 
cake and detonates. Though this 
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won't penetrate the armor, a shock 
wave travels through the tank and 
blasts into its interior a large "scab" 
of metal, which then ricochets about 
doing considerable damage. APFS- 

penetrator" (resembling a dart) cov¬ 
ered with a sabot that stabilizes it 
inside its delivering cannon barrel. 
When the round is fired, the sabots 
fall away and the penetrator rod, 
usually made of tungsten or depleted 
uranium, simply punches through 
the aimor because of its great speed 
and weight, and its small nose. 

Simply adding armor and increas¬ 
ing size until your tank is a virtual 
land-going battleship does not work. 
Hitler's experimental "Maus” tank, 
built in the closing days of WWII, 
proved that particular point. The 
Maus weighed 180 tons, towered 

mor a foot thick. But it had a top 
speed of only 20kph (compared to 
80kph for a modem Abrams Ml), 
and was so heavy that merely driv- 

gopher. And if it gets blown away, no 
big loss—it's cheap. 

Think back to WWII—at sea, 

the flights of tiny aircraft that wield¬ 
ed such power over them—and the 
failure of the Japanese Navy, catch- 

There are practical limits on the 
penetration power of missiles (the 
designed attack capability of the 

evolved about as far as it can. 
Reactive armor is one of the latest 
developments—a number of explo¬ 
sive plates covering especially 
vulnerable areas of the tank. When 
hit, this armor explodes outward, 

effective against a variety of threats. 
While its exact composition is a 
closely guarded secret, Chobham 

recently fielded ceramic composite 

Anti-tank helicopters provide per¬ 
haps the ideal launch platform for 
ATM, and we hardly need mention 
such well-known aircraft as the 
"Apache" or the MiL-24 "Hind." The 
destructiveness of these "flying 
tanks" will certainly change the very 

we ll see tanks resembling long- 
legged crabs, or some other still 

mobility than even its aiibome stalk¬ 
ers. It may even be possible to apply 
the air-defense systems of modern 
navies to the landship. Of couise, 

an inevitable collision with the 
"Maus" dilemma. Yet even so, if 
you're going to build a land battle¬ 
ship, I sincerely hope you equip it 
with a point-defense system. The 
current primary system for anti¬ 
missile defense is the 30mm 
cannon (like the "Phalanx"). These 
computer-controlled Gatling guns 
track incoming missiles with radar 
and open fire with 80 two-pound 
shells per second—the intent be- 

safe distance. Maybe the best 
strategy is laying down a curtain 
of steel in the path of incoming 
missiles like the "Phalanx." Or 

we can only hope this bogged- 
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I don't like bloodshed. With the in¬ 
credible destructive capabilities of 
modem offensive weaponry, the best 
defense is never getting hit in the first 
place. If opponents are equipped with 
the same sensory array and the same 
range (maybe anti-tank helicopters 
are the tank of the future?), then the 
smaller the tank, the harder it is to hit 
and the easier to conceal. Which lets 
me drag the discussion, kicking and 
screaming, to the subject of land- 
mates (now, don t laugh just yet)... 

In the final analysis, tanks over- 

Russian war movies of the T-38 
platoons tried their best, but...). 

"If you think you can defeat me, 
just you go ahead and try, you 
pathetic fools! Nyahahaha!" Now, 

ness that lies behind the real appeal 
of tanks. But today, when anti-tank 
helicopters are slaughtering the old 
kings of the battlefield at a kill ratio of 
16-10-1 or more, the laughs tend to 
ring a bit hollow... and we can take 

whelm us with their sheer looks; the 
authority they bear is enough to tilt 
the balance of power all by itself. 
Tanks can easily become a symbol 
of mammoth power. Too cold to hate, 
they crush the dreams of others, but 

Mini-tank Bonaparte is a perfect 
example of a tank based on just such 
laughter. If power is the main text of 
armor, then laughter is the concealed 

expectations before departure, and 
includes both the satisfaction of 
reaching the summit and the many 
incidents, encounters, partings, dis¬ 
coveries, and frustrations; the joy, 
the pain, the sadness, and the 
laughter along the way... As with 
mountain climbing, I find the route 
to the top at least as interesting as 
the final destination. 

Far more than birth or death, I find 
the question of how to live, how to 
go on from here, to be the most inter¬ 
esting thing (although to be more 
precise, we should say "how to age" 
instead of "how to live"). 

Personally, I far prefer Da Vinci’s 
unworkable airplane modeled on the 
wings of birds to some curvaceous 
flying machine that can only take 
wing with the help of fussy scientific 
theory. Da Vinci's machine was 
more honest, and if I have to choose 
which of the two should actually be 
able to fly... well, Da Vinci's seems 
more human. Rather than sweating 
in some machine with a sour look on 
my face, I think it’s much more dra¬ 
matic to look up at the sky with a 
gentle smile and a sigh. 

I'm a bit like one of those horseshoe 
crabs, all armored in layers of quib¬ 
bling rhetoric (or maybe more like a 
female spider, since I never leave my 
nest). Personally, however, I don't 
see myself that way. I've got no 
intention of becoming a champion of 

Nor, for that matter, can I see any¬ 
thing to be gained from turning into 
an "armored fighting vehicle" kind of 

hot theories (at least, not for me). 
Tanks are empty until a human 

climbs inside. That is both a lim- 

of safety. It's astonishing to think 
that people were really able to 

springing fullborn from their minds 
like Athena from the brow of Zeus. 
I just hope they won't be used in 
the future ... 
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Welcome to the future, where the norms are vast bio-constructed 

cities, toxic air, and crime so severe that the cops drive tanks! When 

a mysterious winged girl with the power to cleanse the poisoned air 

is kidnapped by the villainous Buaku, police mini-tank commander 

Leona Ozaki must confront the arch-criminal and his catgirl molls— 

the beautiful and deadly Annapurna and Unipuma—before Buaku's 

master plan kicks into gear. Buaku has more than money on his 

mind, and the future fate of humanity hangs in the balance! 

Produced by international comics superstar Shirow Masamune, 

creator of Appleseed and Ghost in the Shell. Dominion is an 

ecological-dystopian-police procedural adventure/comedy as only 

Shirow can create! 

This collection is translated into English but oriented in right-to-left reading 
format, as originally published. 


